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Mapan, 


HE notice your Majeſty has condeſcended to take of 

the following tragedy, emboldens me to lay it, in 
the humbleſt manner, at your Majeſty's feet, And to 
= whom can this illuſtrious Carthaginiaa fo properly fly 
for protection, as to Queen, who commands the hears 
= of a people, more powerful at fea than Carthage, more 
| — ven than thoſe = bop merchanis, more 
re againſt conquei, a monat more 
free than a common gerne inf, hs 
4 a charnce 


I dare not, nor indccd need I here attempt 


* ter, where both the 
* forth in full perfeftion, All words are 
hat is univerſally felt and 
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T is not my intention, in this preface, to defend 
] faults that may be found in the following piece. T4 
id chere are too many : but thoſe who are beſt able 
to diſcover, will be moiſt ready to pardon them. 
alone know how difficult an aking the writing of a 
y is : and this is a firſt attempt. 
beg leave only to mention the rcaſon that determined 
me to make - choice of this ſubject, What pleaſed me 
particularly, tho“ perhaps it will not be leaſt liable to ob- 
jet tion — om readers, was the great ſimplicity of 
the fiory, It is one, regular, and unitorm, not charged 
with a multiplicity of incidents, and 2 affording ſeveral 
revolutions of fortune; by which the paſſions may be 
excited, varied, and driven to their full cumu't of emotion, 
This unity of deſign was always ſought after, and ad- 


7 mired by the antienis; and the moſt eminent among the 
* moderns, who under od their writings, have choſcn to 
> imitate them in this, from en intire conviftion that the 
= reaſon of it muſt bold good in all ages, And here allow 
me to tranſ}oic a pallage from the celebrated Monſieur 


7 


Racine, which contains all that I have to fay on this 
bend. | 
We mull not fancy that this te has no other ſoun- 
* dation bur the caprice of thuſe who made it, Nothin 
* cantouch vs in tragedy, but what is | gy A 

* what probability is there, het, in one Cay, ſhould bap» 
* pen 8 multitude of things, which could {carce happen in 


„ feverdl weeks? There arc fume who think that this 


7 
I 


| 


* Gmplicity is @ mark of barrennels of invention, But 
* they do not coofider, that, on the contrary, invention 
* coulifts in making ſomething out of nothing and that 
* this huddle of incidents has always been the refuge of 
* pocts, why did nut Lud their genius Githe; zh fe 
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Y muſes next i 
© Corneille bimſelf ſaw, wonder d, and was fir'd. 
* What foreign theaires with pride have 


rinnen EeSSOP. 


+ Britain, by jufter title, make her own, 
When 


J is the cauſe, "tis hers to fight ; 
„„ And bers, when is the theme, to write, 
tw © Por this, @ Britiſh author bids again 
> © The heroine riſe, to grace the Britiſh f cue. 
r Here, as in life, ſhe breathes ber genuine flame: 
Sb all. wwhet boſom bas not felt the ſam? 
= 4 the Britiſh youth mm [1 filencc there P 
a © s 16 aff it of the Britiſh fair. 
ne | Tonight, our homer ſpun author would be true, 
le | 4277.7 32388 170 
, 10 our net ” , 
” H. owns their \ bas diftlaing i ir laws. 
* Not to bi; patient — or / Name ; 
8 7 *Tis 6 bis Brio(Þ beart be waht for fame, 
SYS 7 France excel bim in one free-born thought, 
* be man, as well as port, is in fault, 


Nature ! informer of the poet's art, 

> What force alone can raiſe 323 the beart, 
Tubes art bis guide ; each paſſſon, every line, 

* What er be draws to pleaſe, mu! all br think, 
. thou bir judge: in every candid breaft 


: Thy lau whiſper is the ſacred 14h, 
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has, King of Ma/ajylia. 
rv, friend to Ie fe. 
Kcipio, the Ro Gencra!, 
Lealius, his Lafutenant, 
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Spes —— Mr, Barry, 
Pownga, "her Friend, vm 


Meſſenger, Slave, Guards and Attendants, 
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3 I. 
Enter Sophoniſba and Phœeniſſa. 
SOPHONISBA. | 
HIS hour, Pheniſla, this important hour, 
Or fixes me a queen, or from a throne 
rows Sophoniſba into Roman chains. 
Deteſled thought! For now his utmoſt force 
Collected, deſperate, diſtreſs'd, and fore 
From battles loſt ; with all the rage of war, 
JIll-fared Syphax makes his laſt r 
But ſay, thou partner of my hopes and fears, 


Phan, fay; while, from the lofty tower, 
Our ſtraiaing eyes the field of battle ſought, 
Ah, thought you not that our Numidian troops 


Gave up the broken field, and ſcattering ficd, 
Wiid o'er the hills, from the rapacious ſons 


Ot ill eriumphanc Rome ? 


ink not, m, can 
Rut with his ebbing life, 2 this laſt field, F 


A crown, « kingdom, and s queen he loves 


Beyond ambition's brightet with ; for whom, 

Nur mov'd by threats, nor bound by plighted faith, 

He ſcorn'd the Roman friendchip (that fair name 

For ſlavery) and from th' engagements broke 

Of Scipio, fam'd for every winning ur, 

The towering genius of recover'd Rome, 
Soph, Oh, name him not! Theſe Romans tir my blood 

T4 moch rage, I (anno bear the fortune 

1! that proud , mad you not, Phaenifla, 


That > phax v'd mne; which would fire lus baitle, 


Aud urge him on to death or conqueſt True, 


to S OPHONISBA 


He loves me with the madneſs of deſire ; 
His every paſhon is a ſlave to love; =_ 
Nor heeds he danger where I bid him go, 
Nor leagues nor intereſt. Hence theſe-endlef 
Theſe r«vag'd countries, theſe ſucct ſele s fights, 
Suſtain'd for Carthage; whoſe detence alone 
Engag'd my loveleſs marriage-vows with his, 
But know you not, that in the Roman camp 
I have a lover too; a gallant, brave, 
And diſappeinted lover, full of wrath, 
Returning to à kingdom whence the ſword 
Of Syphax drove him ? 

Plan. Maſiniſſa ? 

doph, He: 
Young Maſinifh, the Maſſylian King. 
The feſt addreficr of my youth ; fr whom 
My boſom felt a ford beginning with, 
Extinguifh'd ſoon : when ond Scipio“ fide 
Won o'er, and dazzled by th' enchanting glare 
Of that tait ſeeming hero, he became 
A gay admiring flave, yet know it not. | 
E'er fince, my has held bim in contempt ; 
And thrown out each idea of his worth, 
That there began to 1 pay had it been 
As all- poſſeſt, and fofr, as hers who fits 
In — ſhaces, or " — ä — 
And waſte: her being in unuti 
I] would have broke, or cur'd it of - 1 

Phan, Heroic Sophoniſha ! 

Soph, No, Phaniili ; 
It is hot for the daughter of great Aſdrubal, | 
Deſcended from a long illuſtrious line 3 
Of Carthaginian berocs, who have ofr 
Fill'd Italy with terror and diſmay, 
Aud ſhook the walls of Rome, to pine in love, 
Like « deluded maid ; $6 give her life, ? 
| Aud heart high-beating in — vals, I 
4 Meant not for commons 4:8 and hoy Cares, 
To give them up to vain preſuming man; 

| Much leſe t one who ficops the neck to Rome, 

Au cuchy to Carthage, Maliuifle, 
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Plon, 


SOPHONISBA: it 


Phen. Think not I mean to check that glorious flame, 
> That juſt ambition which exalts your ſoul, 
Fires on your cheek, and lightens in your eye. 
© Yet would he had been yours! this riſing prince; 
For, truſt me, fame is fond of Maſiniſſa. 
His various — PEEP — — , 4 
His courage, -expenenc'd youth, 

Aud vaſt unbroken ſpirit in Alen, 
Still riſing ſtronger the laſt defeat, 

Are all the talk and terror too of Aſric. 

* Who has not heard the ſtory of his woes ! 

How hard he came to his paternal reign ; 

= Whence ſoon by Syphax' _— te, 
And jealous Carthage driven, he with a few 
© Fled to the mountains, Then, I thiak, it was, 
* Hem'd in a circle of impending rocks, 
That all his followers fell, ſave fifry horſe; 
Who, thence eſcap'd, thro' ſecret paths abrupt, 
> Gain'd the Clu plain. There overtook, 
* And urg d by ſurrounding foes, he burſt 
> With four alone, ſore - wounded, thro' their ranks, 
> And all amidi a mighty torrent plung'd. 
2 Seiz'd by the whirling gulph, two ſunk ; and two, 
= With him, obliquely hurried down the fiream, 
= Wrought to the farther ſhore, Th“ aftonifh'd 
Siood check! d. and ſhivering on the gloomy briak, 
And deem'd him loſt in the devouring flood, 
Mean time the dauntleſs, undeſpairing yourh 
© Lay ins cave conceal'd ; curing his wounds 
Mich mountain-herbs, and on his horſes fed ; 
> Nor here, even at the loweſt cbb of life, ; 

Stoop'd his aſpiring mind, What need I (oy, 
Ho once again reftor'd, and once again 
3 Expell'd, Annen the Goramantian bills 
= He fine bas wander's, till the Roman arm 
= Reviv'd bis cauſe? And who fhall reign alone, 
= Byphas or he, this day decides, 
3 „ Enough, 
3 Thou necd'fi not blazon thus bis fame, Pheaniſla, 
Werc he 8s glorious as.the pride of woman 
Could with, in all ber wantonneſs of thought ; 
The joy of human kind ; wile, voliaut, good ; 


Witch 
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SOPHONISBA 


I2 
With every with every laurel! crown' 
— —— 2 — figh : F 


Yet this would cloud him er, this blemith all ; 
His mean ſubmiſſion to the Roman ; 
Thar, falſe to Carthage, Afric, and himſelf, 
With proſſer d hand and knee, he hither led 
Theſe of earth. 
The work of fate 


- 4 : 
7 

5 

3 
- 
« 
— 
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Enter a Meſſenger from the baidle. 
[Gon Ha! Whence art thou ? Speak, tho* thy bleed. > 
| U excuſe th i * 
Might wn = 4 wn — 


- No more, 
At once thy ing flaſhes o'er my ſoul. 
Oh, all m vanifh'd hopes ! Repairleſs chance 
res „ 
An univerſal havock ? 

Madam, all. 
For a Maſwſylian, fave myſelf, 
But is or ſeiz'd, or bi 


But is the bloody plain, 
= TT 
; His fiery 


Bu» > = BE Hm, AS % 20 


— 
— 


time, reſerv'd in fate, 
When theſe of mankind ſhall feel 

"The miſerics they give ; and blindly fight 

Hor their own fetters too / — The conquering troops, 
How points their motion ? 

Mi, At my heels they came, 4 
Loud-fhouting, dreadful, i a cloud of duſt, E 
By . n a beaded, (5 

|| | 


__ 


S'OPHONISBA ” 


to the 
And dreſs thy wounds, if life be worth thy care : 
Rome, methinks, will loſe a flave in thee. 
Would iſba were as near the verge { Exit . 
Of boundle(s, and immortal li ! 
* And whercfore nut ? When liberty is loſt, 
© Let flaves and cowards live; but in the brave 
© It were © to themſelves, enough 
To merit chains. And us it Gt for me, 
eel. © Who in my veins, from Aſdrubal deriv'd, 
unn Hold ginian enmity to Rome: 
* On whom I've lavidh'd all my burning foul, 
” In everlaſting hate ; for whole deſtruction 
I fold my joyiels to 5 . 
Aud tumn'd hun 


F. ' how my ſoul 

* Diſdains the thought !. and this hall fer it free, 

\ [ Offers to flab her {off 
Phen, Hold, hold! my fend! my queen! 


182 alone [ live ! 27 

Nor through your guardian beiom country. 

= That is our laſt reſort, and ale "_ 

1 he gracious gods ave liberal of j 

= 1o that las lend a thouſand 

> Think not I's have you live 46 — 

; 142757 Come, 

= No, by theſe tears of loyalty love, 

| 4 why ts n ht, this hand 

4 urge the du ful popiere i@ your heart, 

' XR Lnt wt the grnemmus dic, * I's late 

XX The lying dipl, | 
= Au, Thavcopy of wy fout! 

Aud buy wy iricnd indeed! thew me but hope, 

Oe gm ple ut hope, aid I'll enew my wile, 

& ail pH-vice, bon; W 1 , 


The 


* 
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The next unjoyous day, and fleepleſs night ; 
Nor ſhrink at danger, any of death, 
Shew me the ſmalleſt hope! „Pheniſſa, 
Too kindly confident ! Hope lives not here, 
Fled with her ſiſter Liberty beyond 
The Garamantian hills, to ſome ſleep wild, 
Some undiſcover'd country, where the foot 
Of Roman cannot come. 

Phan, Yes, there ſhe liv'd 
With Mafinifla wounded, and forlorn, 
Amidſt the ſerpent's hiſe, and tiger's yell. 
Soph, Why nam thou him 
Phen., Madam, is this forgive 
My forward zeal ; from him proceeds our 
He lov'd you once ; nor is your form impair'd, 
Warm'd, and unfolded into fironger charms : 
Aſk hes pratettion from the Roman power, 
You muſt prevail; for Sophoniſba ſure 
”_ 12 — alk in vain. 5 
I thank thee for the thought, True, there is pain 


* 

un 
Rome ride the e of mentind! and 1, 
Theic an gbandun'd drag out 8 length 
Of life, in loathſame aud contempt ! 
This way hs wy ſounds ; let op, —— 4 
Hue, , | | N | A. 
| nd ob Soy op ao f 
As ie my troubled foul, that thus I'm brought 
To wy 0% palace, ts theft rooms of Ae, 

a 


Won 
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4 Ment neo a ů———ů—— 
| ith other than theſe 

wen * [ Looking on his chains, 


Maf. I will not wound thee, nor inſult thee, Syphax, 
With a recitalof thy tyrant crimes. 
A captive here I ſee thee, fallen below 
My moſt revengeful wiſh ; and all the rage, 
The noble fury that infpir'd this morn, 
Is ſunk tin ſoft compaſſion. In the field, 
The flaming front of war, there is the ſcene 
Of brave revenge ; and I bar ſought rhee there, 
Keen as the hunted lion ſee\.s his foe, 
But when a broken enemy, difarm'd, 
And helpieſs lies ; a falling ſword, an eye 
With pity flowing, and an arm as weak 
As infant ſoftneſs, then becomes the brave. 
Now ſleeps the ſword ; the paſſions of the field 
Subſide to peace j and my relenting ſoul 
Melts at thy fate. 
no This, this, is al I dread, 
wh —— this — refin'd, 
barbarous pity, this affected s 

Pitied by — Aher 4 there s —, 
1 — Yo niet gods ! 

SM, — © 
I feel hn Aon fg why ould 1 fear you more ? 
_ me, vain pou — 222 

y , loath it, —— Poiſon to my . 
Walid thou be merciful ? One way alone 
Thou canſt oblige me.—Uſe me like a flave ; 
As I would thee, (delicious thought!) wert thou 
Here crouching in my power, 
M/. Outrageous man 
If that is mercy, I'll be cruel fill. 


| Nor canſt thou drive me, by thy bittereſl rage, 


l Nor this worſe triumph in them, 
© 1 cannot — 


ee what is e. 
. 


To en vamanly deed ; not all thy wrongs, 


p 
hen we lanch che ſpear 
or cruſh the ſerpent ; 


Sb, Ha! he! wv 
thee, 
er's heart, 


Into the mon 
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The common foe ; can that be call'd a wrong ? 
Injurious that ? Abſurd ! it cannot be. 


Way bp ne hurt thee more.—The tyrant works 


already in thy rankled breaſt. 
But fince thou ſeem'ſt to rank me with thyſelf, 
Wich great deſtroyers, with perfidious kings ; 
I muſt reply to thy licentious tongue, 
Bid thee remember, whoſe accurſed ſword 
Began this work of death ; who broke the tics, 


The holy ries, attefled by the — 
Which bind the nations in the bond pf peace ; 
Who meanly took adv of my youth, 
UnKill'd in arms, unſettled on my throne, 
And drove me to the deſart, there to dwell 
With kinder monſters ; who my cities ſack'd, 
My country pillag'd, and my ſubjefts murder'd ; 

till purſu'd me with inveterate hate, 
When generous force 'd vain, with ruffian arts, 
The villain's dagger aſſaſſination; 
— —— 
bay, — — but preteud ? 

Hp4. 1 needed none. 
Nature has in my being ſown the ſceds 
Of enmity to thine, — Ney, mark me «his ; 
Covld(t reſtore me to my former ſtate, 
Strike off theſe chains, give me the (word again, 
The ſee and the wide-abedient war ; 
Vet muſt I ill, i to thee, 
Geek cagerly thy death, or die myſelf, 
Life us both ! — Unequal gods ! 
Who love to diſappoint mankind, and ts 
A\l ve to yourſelves ; why to the point 
Of my flanter'd withes did ye lift me, 
Theo fink me thus fo low Jan as 1 drew 
The glozious firuke that was to make me , 
Why did you blaſt my firong extended arm 
Buike the dry (word unſated w the ground ? 
Bui! that te mock us is your crucl ſpurt ? 
ow *x 10 dunes lite # i 
Thus always join 

With an iuhumay heart, and brutal manucrs, 


: 
2 —_— * 
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— ; | 
Our thoughtleſs pri y loſt condition, Syphax, 
> Is nothing to the tumult of thy breaſt. 
” There lies the ſting of evil, there the drop 
That poiſons nature, Ve powers 
Whoſe ways are _—_—— ever-juſt, 
As ye think wiſeſt, beſt, diſpoſe of me; 
> But, whether thro* your y depths I wander, 
Or on your mountains give me the calm 
The ſicady, ſmiling foul ; where wiſdom ſheds, 
Eternal ſunſhine and eternal 199 
Ten, if misfortune comes, the brings along 
* The braveſt virtues, And fo many great 
© Jiluftrious ſpirits have convers'd with woe, 

The pride of adverſe fate) as rt enough 
To conſecrate diſtreſs, and make even death 
= Ambition, ö 
Web, Torture! Racks! The common trick 

Ot inſolent ſuccels, unſuſlering pride, 
This 3 
"Tis all a lie, im | rant ; 
And only tends to make me ſcorn thee more, 
But why this talk ? In mercy ſend me hence ; 


Yet——crcl „ fave me from diflruttion ! 
] know, hot youth, thou burneſi for my queen ; 
But, by the majeſty of ruin'd kings, 
And that commanding glory Which ſurround; ber, 
I charge thee, touch ber aot ! 

Ma}? No, Sypbex, ne, 


Thou need not charge me, That were wean indeed, 
A wiuwph that to these. But could 1 loop 
Again #6 love her; Thou, what right hatt thou, 
A captive to her bed ? Nor life, nor queen, 
Nor ought a captive has, All laws is this, 
Komau and C nies, all agree, 
bypb, Here, here, begins the biuternels of deaih ! 
Here my chains grind me fink | 
2 DFRETSFR 
| luv becomes the prize j 
- Wes maid — Ale. bee band 
1 4 22914, 
| 3 
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How piteous hard! Bur, if I know her well, 
She never will endure it, ſhe will die. 
For not a Roman burns with nebler ardor, 
A higher ſenſe of liberty, chan ſhe ; 
And tho' ſhe marry'd thee, her only ſlain, 
Falſe to my youth, and faithleſs to my vows ; 
Yet 1 muſt own it, from a worthy cauſe, 
From = —— — a 
ve plagues, and poiſon on thy meddling tongue 
Talk not of her ; — aatdether 
Is a keen dagger, grinding thro' my heart. 
4422 Cn where I rather 
ould talk with my own groans, and great revenge, 
Than in the manſions of the Lick with thee. 
Hell! Whithermuſt I go? 
Maf. U nul 
And is thy breall determin's againſt peace, 
On comfort ſhut ? 
IE non, 
Nervs, iar care 
And ch hin wet ee —— 
1 his evening Lalius, and to morrow Scipio, 
To Cirths come, Then let the Romans take 


gleam of 


Ae geuile to the wempett 
Kar of the Finer Ac, 
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S WD.” WW 
Enter Mafinifh and Narva. 


1 


ves in my boſom fill ; —— glance 
take in ſecret of the bright idea, 
| diſorder ſcizes on my ſoul, 

f hich burns with ſtronger glory. N Need I ſay, 

Ho once the had my . Seipio came, 

Ref ſtleſe man e a deſcending god, 

ſnatch'd me from the Carthag in ian fide 

— —— 12 whoſe — 4 brow, 

am the nations grow 

Humane and happy, Then thou may / remember, 

Such is this woman's high impetuous ſpirir, 

That all-controuling love the her country, 

Ser Carthage ; that st this ſhe ſacrific'd 
dhe; unbclov'd, her blooming years, 

; ny from Rome. 

Mar. My prince 

pplaudin of thy choice approves. 

4 — ag wings, and virtue (miles on thee, 

Ol peace thou foſt*ner, and thou ſou! of war ' 
Bu Ob, beware of that fair for to glory, 

Women! and ne Carthaginion women ! 

4 Who has not heard of fatal Punic guide , 
FO! their fly conqueſts ? their infidious leagues F 
_FTheir Aſdrubale / their Hannibals ? with all 

ET heir wily berocs ? And We Qdlr mon, | 

What mult their women 


be ve rd 
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Severe to Rome, to Scipio, and to glory. 
Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 
The grace of Sophoniſba ; how ſhe Took'd, 
And talk'd, and mov d, a Pallas, or a Juno! 
Accompliſh'd even in'trifles, when he ſtopp'd 
Ambition's flight, and with a ſofteo'd eye 
Gave her quick ſpun into gayer life 
Then every word was livelacls, and wit; 
We hcardthe Muſcs' ſoug; and the dance ſwam 
Thro' all the maze of harmony, I flatter not, 
Believe me, Narva; yet my panting foul, 
To Scipio twken in the tair purſuit 
Of fame, and for my people's 12 

now 


Refian'd his ay - yer and 1 

Coultrain'd by foft neceflity to ſee her, 

Aud ſhe a captive in my power, will ſtill 

Relign her. 

Nor. Let me not doubt thy fortitude, 

My Maſinidls, thy exalied purpoſe 

Nut ts be loſi in — but, ah ! we know not, 

Oft, till experience fighs it to the foul, 

The witchcrati of enſnaring woman, 

And our own f:ppery hearts, From Scipio learn 

The r1emperance of heroes, I'll recount 

BE iaftrucuve 1 what mam eyes beheld ; 
erhaps you've heard it ; but "ris plealing ti 

Tho? rold a thouſand times, * 

M/. 1 burn io hear it, 

Loſt by my late misfortuncs in the deſurt, 

I liv'd Hanger to the voice of fame, 

To $cipio's — exploits, Exalt me now, 

Great cone raiſe the mind, But when # friend, 

A 5c pv does them ; they with more thau wonder, 

Eves with 8 fort of vanity we lifles, 

Nor. When 19 his glorious, H effay in war, 
New Carthage fell; c all the flower of Spain 
Were ke pi is bollage ; » full feld preſenting 
For Sine goncrality 1 ſhine, 

Aud they id was, that whes the hero heard 
Haw j 19 thee belong d, he with large gitts, 
Aud l1icadly words 'd ws, 
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every heart, was this—A noble virgin, 
ſpicuous far o'er all the captive dames, _ 
as mark d the General's prize. She wept, and hluſh'd, 
oung, freſh, and blooming like the morn, An eye, 
Ks when the blue ſky trembles thro? a cloud 

f pureſt white. A ſecret charm combin'd 
er features, and inſus d enchantment thro' them. 
I iE d, on purpoſe 

ih her beauty tails ; whic md, on 

our'd out lavith nature, that a: mankind * ö 
ight ſee th — in its higheſt luſtre, 
ft, as the — along, with downcaſt eyes, 
'here gentle ſorrow well'd, and now — then 


ropt oer her modeſt cheek a trickling tear ; 
he Roman legions wiſh'd + and hard war 
elt more than pi ven Scipio” $ ſelf, 


on - „ ei = 'd be . 1 
urn'd from the piercing fight chiding aſk 
is officers, if by this gift they mevor 

o cloud his in its very dawn. 
** ann bye —— — —— 

; trem accents, 
i rears e broken, l tar te, 

nut when he . her royally — 
Oſ her old capti rs the ſole } 2 $ 
. — « ha A gms 
© Her lover , forgot his ch 

« His an and e 

4 _ out his tender ſoul ; ſudden the heart 

A this ering, lovi like Ronan 
T Felt all & - n * 

2 His viding rout youth ſtood check's, his rempting power, 
My infinite humanity 
+ A. A well ; 


. Dildaining gulley doubr, at once 
| He tor her patents and hes loves call 


4 


The various ſcene imagine: bow his troops 
Locl'd dubious on, and wonder'd what he meant; 
While ſtretch'd below the trembli * lays. 
Rack'd by a thouſand we e 9 

Hope, jealouſy, diſdain, ſubmi grief, 

Anxiety, and love in every ſhape. 

Jo thele as different ſentiments ſ 

As mixt emotions, when the man divine 

Thus the dread filence to the lover broke. 

We both are young, both charm'd. The right of war 

Has put thy beauteous miſtreſs in my ; 

With whom I could, in the moſt —4 cut 

Live out a happy life : but know that Romans 

Their hearts as well as enemics can conquer. 

Then take her to thy foul ; and with her take 

Thy liberty and kingdom. In return 

I aſk but this. When you bchold theſe eyes, 

Theſe charms, with tranſport ; be a fricnd to Rome. 
Ma/. There ſpoke the ſoul of Scipio—But the lovers - 
Nar, Joy and extatic wonder held them mute 

V hile the loud camp, and all the cluſt'ring crow 

That hung «round, rang with repeated ſhouts. 

Fame took th' alarm, and thro' reſounding Spain 

Blew faſt the fair report ; which, more than arms, 

Admiring nations to the Romans gain d. | 
MJ. My friend in glory ! thy awaken'd | 

Gprings at thy faithful tale, It fires my 

And nerves each thought aue ; apt oft perhaps, 

Too much, too much to flacken into love, 

But now the ſoft oppreſſion flics ; and all 

My mounting powersexpand to deeds like thine, 

Thou pattern and iaſpirer of my fam 

Beipio, thou firſt of men, and beſt of friend: 

What man of ſoul would live, my Nava, breaths 

This 2 clement ; and run, 

Nav #fter day, the ftill-returning round 

Of life's mean offices, and Heck ly joys; 

„ 

10 
4 — being in heroic 1 
2 great like what you told ? 


10 18iſe him ver the groveling herd, 
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Db, lifien, Maftuui 


Þ native of Numidia, my lo d. 
Bi! cov contt not fave me tram the Romans, 


| make bim ſhine for ever *——Oh, my friend! 

d every vein about me ; every nerve 
Vith anguiſh tremble ; every finew ake ; 
toil — to my limbs; ambition 
x all my thoughts in «n inceſſant whirl ; 

ſhird time may Iloſe my kingdom; and again 
'ander the falſe inhoſpitable Syrrs ; 
ct Oh, ye liberal gods ! in rich award, 
id ampleſi recompence——l aſk no more 
are me the wreath of tame from Scipio's brow ! 
t ſee, ſhe comes ! mark her majeſtic port. 
Enter Sophoniſba and Phaniſh, 
© Soph, Bchold, victorious prince! the ſcene revers'd ; 


Bud Sopboniſta kneeling here ; a captive, 


er whom the gods, thy forwae, and thy virtue, 
ave given unqueſtion'd power of life and death. 
ſuch a one may raiſe her ſuppliant voice, 

nce mulic to thy car ; if ſhe ger bag wa 

by knee, thy and thy v.Ctor-hand ; 
Let thy foul 


nenſcly lifien ! While I fervent 
d firong adjure thee, by that ay 
None ' 


| which with equal pomp we lately 
y the N umidian name, our common boaſt ' 
thoſe bouſhold gods | who mey, 1 wiſh, 
| — — ace, 
han Syphax hence 1 A is thy pleaſure, 
all bende, determine of my fate. a 
ui, this alone I beg, Never, Oh, never! 
1 the cue, proud, and bhated 
DO! Komans let me fall, Since angry beaven 
W ill have it fo, that ] muſt be a flave, 

nd that # gelling chain muſt bind theſe hands ; 
Þ were lame little ſoticning in my doom, 
J 0 call 3 kiudred lun of the fame chme, 


Bid 


this ſad favour be beyond thy power ; 


: Pt |calt to give me death is what thou cant, 


Y 


ge Uribe My poked baſom courts thy ſword; 
my lab Licath tall Lets thee, MH. 


= 
= 
©. 

4 
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* SOPHONISBA. 


M Riſe, Sophoniibs, riſe. To ee thee thus = 
Is a revenge I ſcorn; and all the man 
Within me, though much injur'd by thy pride, 
And ſpirit too tempeſtuous for thy 
Yet bluſhes to behold thus at my feer, 
Thus ate low, her, for whom kings 
The faireſt, but the falſeſt of ber ſex. 


have kneel'd, 


Soph. Spare thy reproach——"Tis cruel thusto loſe © 
In rankling diſcord, and ungenerous ſtriſe, A 
The few remai moments that divide me 1 
From the laſt — Sms bondage ! 4 


Yes, ſhut thy heart againſt me ; ſhut thy heart 1 


! 
yſelf in me, This is my ; 

Bur bere, aſſur d, 
Here will I lie on this vile earth, fo 
Of hope abandon! lince deſpis d by thee; 
Theſe locks all and ſordid in the duſt ; 
Thus ſullicd boſom growing to the ground 
ceoreh'd up with anguith, and of ev ſhape 
Of a iſery full: till. comes the — 
From recent blood ; 80d, in thy very eye, 

ys 


Ta ing his rude inary gr. 
On theſs weak limbs, = —— © APR 
Of Sg land in Lal — 
, cane 
I will indie , rom 6 flare" 
And, , to mi D:do, (corp e all. 
; > Jyons 


Hence, les me fly. | 
Soph, You _— Maſinifls ! 

Here will 1 bold you, «remble bere for ever ; 

Here unremitting grow, till you conſent, | 

Aud can'fi thou t Ob ! cant thou think 40 leave me 

Expoi'd, f „ Wrie'ched, here alone # 

982 Rovens flvih'd with biod and cue / 

The ſubject of their {© em or bfer love # 

Sure Melini. canner ; and, tho' chang d, 

The' cold as that ted louk be wears ; 


TT, 


SOPHONISBA. 


ure love can ne'er in rous breaſts be loſt 
o that degree, as not from ſhame and ouirage 
o ſave what once they lov'd. 
* Enchanument ! Madneſ 

u ht wouldſt thou, Sophuniſba ? —— Oh, my beam! 
iy treacherous heart! 
e. What would I, Maſinifh ? 
iy mean requeſt firs bluſhing on my cheek, 
ro be thy flave, young Prince, is what 1 beg ; 
lere Sophoniſba kneels to be thy ſlave; 
= Yet kneels in vain, But thou'rt a flave thyſelf, 
And canſt not from the Romans ſave one woman ; 
Her, who was once the triumph of thy foul, 
ee they ſeduc'd it by their lying glory. 
X 1-mortal gods and am I fallen ſo low ? 
F Scorn'd by a lover, by a flave to Rome ? 
2X Nought can be worth this baſeneſs, liſe nor empire. 
I loath me for it, On this kinder carth | 
Then leave me, leave me, todeſpair and death. 

M/. What means this conflict with almighty nature? 
With the whole warring heart ?—Riſe, quickly riſc, 
In all the conquering majeſty of charms ; 
O Sophoniſba, riſe ! while I ſwear, 
By the tremendous that rule mankind, 
By heaven, and , and hell, by love and glory, 
he Romans ſhall not hurt you ———Romans cannot; 
For Rome is generous as the gods themſelves, 
And honours, not infults, a toe, 
Yet hace you dread them, take this ſacred pledge, 
This hand of ſurety, by which kings are bound, 
N mine, and vo to treat you 
th all the reverence due to ruin'd tate, 
With all the ſoftneſs of remember'd love, 
All that can ſooth thy fate, and make thee happy. 
Spb, I chank thee, Maliniſh, Now the ſame, 
The ſame warm youth, exalted, full of foul, 
With whom, is Nr 
The fighing bour ; while dawning fair in love, 
All long and (weeineſ>, liſe ſet joyous out, 
Ve the black tempeſt of ambition roſe, 
And drove us different ways, Thus drefs'd in war, 
Is vodding plumes, 9 with ſullen thought, 


With 
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With d vengeance dark I knew thee not ; 
ESR 
The y Numidian ſhines who warm'd me once, | 
— 5 — +» Vain ideas, hence ! 


of i R 
And belie vd them all, 
Even more than love could promiſe. But the ſcene 
Is full of danger for a tainted eye; 

I muſt not, dare not, will not look 
Oh, hide » wiſdom, , from my view! 


Soph, 


„ The danger's&er ; I've heard the 


gh with ſpiric, 


$ irom the hand of Jove, 


Narus, Ab, my race ! 
Too true, it is $00 true ; her fatal charms 
A1 ful, and to Manila henrt 
But know the way ue well And ant thou ſure, 
That the ſoft poiſon, which within thy veius 
unextinguill'd, is not rouz'd ang 
not this moment ing thro” thy foul t 
Dol thou not love ? Confels, 

My; What faid my tread, 


Ne'er want the goodneſs he has fhews to me. [Exir, \ 
ſyren's ſong; ©Þ 


6 > ; F . - * . I, 
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Of poiſon, love, of loving Sophoniſha ? 
es, I admire her, wonder at her beauty; 
——— — 
The cold, unanimated form of man, 
ire lighted up with the celeſtial fire. 
here er ſhe goes, (till admiration gazes. 
And liſtens while the talks, Even thou thyſelf, 
Who ſaw'i ber with the A=. 
Even thou thyſelf admit it her. Dost thou not? 
Say, ſpeak ſincerely. 
q Narva. She has charms indeed; 
ut has ſhe charms like virtue ? Tho? majefiic, 
Does ſhe command us ? Is her force like glory ? 
42 __- her eye; Pericttion thence 
throne ; and on her ample brow 


our ſoul, 
of ſighs, of 


of looks, 
ſolineſe, play 3 upon ws, 
approves, „ more 
it has a; F 
t, tho“ plighted honour did not bind me, 


* 


SOPHONISBA. 
N , th' a 
aer 
Newa. And was it then 
For this uer'd ? 
Ma. Yer, and rium in it. 
is was my wiſh, the int 
The plume of 2 — cries * 
Of bleeding years. And I had been a brute, 
2 provecr montter than Numidia 
A horror to myſelf, if, on the ground, 
Caſt vilely from me, I th' illuſtrious fair one 
Had left to bondage, bitterneſs, and death. 


Nor is there ou 
In 


, ve me, Narva; 
| I wan 00 GR SU oath, 

dome ſolitary gloom, there to ſhake 
This weight of life, this tumult of 
This fick ambition, on itſelf recoiling, 
Aud there to liſten to the gentle voice, 

The figh of peace, ſomething, I know not what, I 
That whiſpers ranſport to my beart, Farewel, [K, 
Nara, Suck, and he knows it not. So when the © 
Elate in heart, the warrior ſcorns to vield, { field, 3 
The {trcaming blood can ſcarce convince bis cyes, . 
Nor will he feel the wound by which he dies. 
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„ 


Maſiniſſa alonc. 


N vain I wander through the ſhade for peace ; 
Ti with the calm alone, the pure of heart, 
That there the goddeſs talks—But in my breail 
dome buſy thought, ſome ſecret-eating pang, 
Throbs incxprefiible ; and rowls from— What ? 
From charm to charm, on Sophoniſba ſt ll 
Earneſt, intent, devoted all ro her. 
Oh, it muſt out !-—Tis love, almighty love ! 
erurning on me with a ſtronger tide. | 
I'll doubt no more, but give it up to love. 
Come to my breaſt, thou roſy-ſmiling god 
Come unconfin'd ! bring all thy joys 
All thy foft cares, and mix them copious 
But why invoke I thee ? Thy power is weak, 
To dopbenihe's ove ; thy quiver 9 | 
To the reliſileſs lightning of 1 
And dull thy bare infinusting arts, 
To the ſweet mazes of ber ing tongue. 
ragen: and there forget 
1 his redious abſence, war, amb; noe, 
s ſelf, the vanity of fame, 
And all but love, for love is more than all“ 


Kater Narva. 


Welcome again, friend-—Come neaver, Narvs 
Lend me thine 14 and 1 will tell cher all, p 
Unfold my ſecret heart, whoſe every pulic 

With 8. iſba beats, — Nay, hear me 0. 
bwitr, as I mus'd, the conflagration ſpread ; 

At once too firong, too general, to be quench'd, 

I love, and I 8 it, doat upon ber, 

Eien think minutes loſt 1 talk with thee, 
Heavens ! what emotions bave pofiels'd my tout ! 


. 22. into years of paſſion, 


Maſiuifh !—— 
C3 


2 SOPHONISBA. 

© Maſ. Argue not againſt me. 

Talk down the cireling winds that lift the deſart ; 
And, touch'd by Heaven, when all the foreſts blaze, 


Talk down the flame, but not my ſtron 
I have for love « thouſand chouſend e 
Dear to the heart, and potent o'er the ſoul. 
My ready thoughts all riſing, reſtleſs all, 
Are a perpetual ſpring of tcaderneſs ; 
Oh, Sophoniſba ! Sophoniſbs, Oh 

Nar. Is this dece:tful day then come to nought ? 
Th's day, that ſet thee on a double throne ? 


That gave thee Syphax chain'd, thy deadly foe ? 


With perfect veſt crown" glory 
Is it ſo ſoon — | 
Yon ſetting ſun, who this fair morning ſaw thee 
Rice through the ranks of long ex war, 

As radiant as himſelf ; with glance 
Wheeling the pointed files a when the ſlor m 


Beyan, beheld thee tread the rifing ſurge 
Of a__— 41 on the for ; 
Does be now, bluſhing, fee thee ſunk ſo weak ? 
Caught in a ſmile ? the captive of a look ? 
1 cannot pame it without tears, 8 

Mf. Away | 1 
I'm fick of war, of the deſtroying trade, 1 
Smocth'd o'er and gilded with the name of glory. 1 
Thou need'fit not ſpread the martial field o me ; 
My happier eyes arc turn'd another way, 

i not ; or, if they do, behold 


Shruok up, far off, « viſionary ſcene ; q 
As to the waking man appears the dream, 4 
Nar, Or rather as reolutics appear, 4 


The virtue, n and diguitic of . J 
In ck — 2 1 15. 4 
7 K 1 

: rote, when 
— 4 — violence con ſounds the — 4 

would not bleed with « wt Cor hai 
Tear ever dear relation — 2 us his country, 
Aud greatly die to make s people happy 
Ought not de tafle of happiaels himſelf, 
10 low -ſoul'd lure, wy friend, 


Wy * 
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N or liſe were vile 


His healing laps, d. 

1 being y, his joys ineſſable 
That make the poor account of life complete, 
3 ns juſtify the gods. 

| ar. 


I've ſuſſer' d thee too . old man. 
Love will not bear an accuſation, — 

Nar. I'll ſpeak the truth, when truth and 
Nor fear thy rown wnkind— Thos hal nh 


TE hot Lago Kone. 


ao ik ot this rg 
not to thi this ? 

Think Cer is'd ? cer 1 lov'd Fo Cont 
I know not what to fay—1 ſhould have lov'd, 
Though Jove in muttering thunder had forbid it. 
= ome will not retuſe fo ſmall a boon, 
Whats gs are kingdoms ; Rome muſt grant it lure, 

ne cnnne 9 ay wiſh, one poor requeſt, 
bo (mall to them, but, Oh, ſo dear to me 
Here let my heart confide, 

Nor, Delufive love ! 

2 what wild projects is the frantic mind 
Beguil'd by thee !—And thigk'fi thou that the Romang, 
The bebe Bye Rome, theſc gods on earth, 
Wiſe, fleady o the right, ſeverely juſt, 
All incorrupt, and like eternal fate 
Not to be mov'd, will lifes to the figh 
Ot idle love } They, when their country calls, 
Who know no pain, no tenderneſs, no joy, 
wor bg their children blecd be tue their eyes ; 

they'll regard the light fantaſtic pangs 
Of s fond heart / and with thy kingdom give thee 
Their moſt invetera loc; from their tum hide, 


ip call, 


if * 
ov 


Like 
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Like Syphax, to delude thee ? and the point 
Of their own bounty on themſelves to turn? 
Thou canſt — — 

M What I do ?—Be now the friend exerted, 
For love and honour me ; love and honour ; 
All that is dear and excellent in life, 

All that or ſooths the man or lifts the hero, 
Bind my ſoul deep. 

jy Raſh was your vow, my Lord. 

— —— — Agrees 
ou vow'd what was not in your power to grant ; 
And therefore tie not binding, 

M. Never | Never! 
Oh, I. H open 
E'er me ! pls ack, 
If it be fo, — 2. —— 

ſor 


Your royal 
7 ns kilo fe Ball be fot 
ts 27 80 oy - that prompt my thought! 
This very nigh —— ex gn | 
— the next Arbe that viſies Afric, 
Nas they ſpe wig + if queen 
re nut, of ”-. 
Perrin of on their Gubbers ride coll'd views! , 
a oro but Sop Jr woe ue ö 
And is — rule ut 
Can Maſini, in wide! ron 


In his meridian Llory thining wide 
The light of Ainc, . . 
He take g woman 10 the nuptial bed, 
Who ſcorn'd bim for s tyrant, old and peevidh, 
- 222 and gave her untouch'd bloom, 
Wo defy 255858 
friendibip ! 


1. — — to my heart 
wh u eos with ne ſo, 1 Joy, 4 
W ol een exuliin 
Now rnought but gall is chere, — | —— Ml poiſon | 


Lauri 


Ves, i was e , vais embicies ! 
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yet is hell !-—Oh, I had treaſur d up 

A world of indignation, years of ſcorn ; 

ut her ſad — ahodereth ſooth d it down. 
Where is the now That it may burſt upon her; 
- Bear her unbounded from me, down the torrent, 
Far, far away ! And though my plighted faith, 


Shall ſave her from the Romans, yet to tell her, 
EZ That I will never, never ſee her mort 


H. there ſhe comes. Pernicious fair one '—Leave me. 


M 


> The miſerable fly ?—But much diſturb'd 


3 — look, and ſcowl upon me a denial, 


12 2 „ 
F y, weary of my Ginking 
XZ You ſeem to droop ; and for unhappy Syphax 


I hall im in vain. 


Ma/, Monſtrous this ! 

$1311 doſt thou blaſt me with that curſed name 
obo very cams conſcious guilt ſhould hu, 
Ob, had he heap'd all ills upon wy bead, 
While it was young, and for the farm wat ; 
Had he but driven me from my native thaone, 


of SOPHONISBA. 
rom 


] and luxury, to dwell 

Amene — 1 to bear the beam 
Of = Numidian ſuns, and the rank dew 
Of cold unſhelter'd nights ; to mix with wolves, 
To hunt with hu tygers for my prey 
And thirſt with Diptis on the burning ſand ; 
rns 

patience, fortuude, and hope, 
dun ring Lees N 
And all that try d humanity can dictate. 
But there is one cum d bitterneſs behind, 
One injury, the man can never pardun ; 
That Cerehes up the ene fa ply ge, 
And even ſweet mercy's ſelf converts to gall. 
I cannot—will not name it—Heart of anguiſh ' 
m_ this ſudden ſlorm ? this madneſs, 

„ Ah! whence 

The kris al ſoul, 


And doſi atk ? 
Aſk thy own faitbleſs heart ; ſnatch'd from my vows, 


From the warm wiſhes of my ſpri youth, 
And given e 
1 Perſiious Sophoniths | 
14 , Nay, no more, 

With too much truth I can return 
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et ſhall I check me, ſince it is thy country ? 

While the Romans are the light, the glory 

F „Romans 

Perdition to the Romans and almoſt 
On thee too— Romans are the po 
= Of the red world, of ind, 
The ra earth ; and all 
Beacath the ſmooth diſſimulating maſk 
Of juſtice, and compaſſion ; as if flave 
71 2 Romans l- Wyle fair Carth 
All on omans — Whi r 
7 Unblemith'd riſes on the bale of commerce; ad 
And aſks of heaven nought but the general winds, 
And common tides, to carry plenty, joy, 
= Civilicy, — grandeur, round the _ 1 
Y No more compare them themſelves 
4 Dates = R ome. FRY — 
Ie dectar'd for Hannibal ; when Traly 
X Blaz'd all around him, all her ſtreams ran blood, 
All her incarnate vales were vile with death ; 
And when at Trebia, Thraſymene, and Canna, 
X The Carthaginian ſword with Koman blood 

= Was drunk—Oh, that he then, on that dread day, 
= While lifeleſs conſternatiun blacken'd Rome, 
Had raz'd th' accurſed as to the ground, 
-y wy the world '— When will it come again, 
A glorious, and fo big with vengeance 
On thoſe my ſoul 5 , 
Nen, heaven 
The not enflave, but fave the world 
From Carthaginian rage. 

Kb, In bear no more ! 
Nor tenderneſs, nor life, nor liberty, 
Not thall make me beer it,—PPcrifh, Rome ! 
And alf her menial friends !-— Ves, rather, rather, 
latched as ye are, ye Romans, rake me, 
Oh, * rake me to your nobles chains ! 
And fave me from this ie, youth, your flave ! 
m— How canft thou kill ine thus ? 

M 1 meant it nor, | 

I only mcau w tell thee, bavghty (air one ! 


SOPHONISBA 


By 

rr 

Give t name, mean ſervili 

From my juſt ſcorn deſerves. 

M/. Oh, freely call me 

By every name thy fury can inſpire ; 

Enrich me with contempt—1 love no more 

I 2 . | iſba.--- Love, 
it to the paſſing winds, 

find 1 lover for the world. 

A lover is the very fool of nature ; 

Made fick by hs own wantonneſs of thought, 

His fever'd fancy: while to your own charms 

Impuung all, you ſwell with boundleſs pride. 

Shame on the wretch ! who ſhould be driven from men, 

To live with Aſian flaves, in one ſoft 


7 


Oi bm, Who dares with the hel 
ul di thuy } Behold me then again, 
SS Es 

now thy 10 * 
Away, thou cru, —— con — 

7% No, not for worlds would | reſume my vow ! 
Diſhononr blen we they! all Kind of ills 
Fill up wy Cup of Viternels aud han | 

1 


* 


thus. 
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'd 
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wben 1 reſign thee to triumphant Rome. 


Oh, lean not thus dejected to the ground 
The fight is miſery——What roots me here ? [Aides 
Alas! I have urg d my fooliſh heart too far ; 
And love depreſs'd recoils with greater torce. 
Sophoniſba ! 
Soph. By thy pride ſhe dies. 
nce ! 
. Thine is the conqueſt, nature 
heaven and earth, I cannot hold it more. 
retch that I was ! to cruſh th* unhappy thus; 
The faireſt roo, the deareſt of her ſex ! 
For whom my ſoul could die !---Turn, quickly turn, 
Oh, Sophoniſba ! my belov'd ! my glory 
Turn and forgive the violence of love, 
Of love that knows no bounds! 
Soph, And can it be? \ 
Can that ſoft paſſion ſo fierce of heart, 
As on the tears of miſery, the ſighs \ 
Of death, to feaſt? to torture what it loves ? 
M. Yes, it can be, thou goddcfs of my ſou! ? 
Whotc cach emotion is but varicd love, 
All over love, its powers, its paſſi ns, all; 
Ius anger, indignation, fury, love ; 
Its pride, diſdan, even deweftation, love ; 
Aud when it, wild, reſolves to loge no more, 
Then is the triumph of exceſſive Jove, 
Dau thou not mark me Mar the dubious ra 
That tore my heart with anguith while I talk d 
Thou didit ; and mutt forgive fo kind u fault, 
What would thy trembling lips ? 
Soph, That I muſt dic, 
Fur lach another florm, fo much contem 
Thrown out on Carthage, ſo much praiſe on Rome, 
Were worker than death, Why ſhould I longer dire 
My weary fate? Themoſt releneleſs Ruins 
net could be more # 
MJ. Oh, Sopbonifts, best 


bee we thy app ant now, Talk not of death, 


I have no life but thee, Ala, alas! - 
11.4 thou 8 little tendernels lo me, 
The faules part of what * thou woulull ww 
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What wouldſt thou not forgive? But how indeed 
How can I hope it ? Yet I from this moment, 
Will ſo devote my being to thy pleaſure, 
So live aloyle to gain thee ; that thou muſt, 
If there is human nature in thy breaſt, 
Feel ſ þ math. 
Well, well, tis 
Tos inexorab'e ſuits not ſla ves. 
Ma. Spare, ſpare that word ; it ſtabs me to the ſoul ; 
My crown, my lite, and liberty are thine. 
Oh, give my 7 a is full, 
—_— by love ; I could number tears 
ith all the dews that ſprinkle o'er the morn ; 
While thus with thee converſing, thus with thee 
Even happy to diſtreſs, „enough, 
Have ue cheared by the trick of flate, 
For Rome and Carthage ſuſſer d much too long ; 
And, led by gaudy phantoms, wander'd far, 
Far from our bliſs : but pow ſince met again, 
Since here I hold thee, circle all perfection, 
The prize ot life ! fince fate too preſſes hard, 
Since Rome and flavery drive thee to the brink ; 
Let this immediate night exchange our woes, 
Secure my bliſs, our future fortunes blend, 
Ser thee, the queen of beauty, on my throne, 
And make it doubly mine, — A wretched gift 
| To what my love could pot 
oph, What | marr 
Thi nic | 1 


_ Mai. 1 hou dear one! this night, 
Let i rd Hymen Ay — 4 0 
And bind our br ken vows, --- Think, ſcrious think 
On what I plead, A thouſand reaſons urge, 
Captivity diſſolves thy former marriage ; 
And if tis with the neancht vulger | 
Can Sophoniſhs to a flave, to Syphax, 
The mot exaltcd of her fex, be bound ? ff? 
Refides it is the beſt, aps fole way, 
To ſave thee from the ; and muſt ſure 
Bar their prectenſions ; or, if ruin 
To j« iſh with thee 15 to periſh happy. 7 
b. Let mult 1 n 
— 


8 
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A/. It ſhall be fo. 

1 know thy purpoſe ; it would plead for 8yphax. 
He hall Late all, thou deareſt! q ſhall have all, 
Crowns, trifles, kingdoms, all again, but chee, 
But thee, thou more than all ! 
„ Bear witneſs, heaven T [ Afedes 
This is alone for Carthage. - 

To him.] Gain'd by goodneſs, 

may be thine, = no love, no ſighing. 
Pertfaps, hereafter, I may learn again 
To hold thee dear, If on theſe terms thou canſt, 
Here take me, take me, to thy wiſhes, 


Maß. Yes, 
Yes, Iba! as a wretch takes life 
From off the bleeding rack. All wild with joy, 
Thus hold thee, $s thee, to m bounding heart ; 
And bleſs the bounteous gods. n Heaven give more ? 
py ! happy ! Come, wy fair, 


Oh, ha 
y minute ſees th 2 rm'd ; 


This r 
From Syphan knocks his chains ; uy I myſelf, 
Even in his favour, will requeſt the Romans. 
Oh, thou haſt ſmil'd my paſſions into peace! 
o, while conflictiag winds embroil'd the ſeas, 
In perfe bloom, Rm with immortal blood, 
Young Venus rear'd her o'er the raging flood ; 
She ſmil'd around, like thine her beauties glow'd ; 
When ſmooth, in gentle ſwells, the — flow's ; 


mu, op yen, low into a liquid plains ; 


Exp of the Tanne Ker. 


ACT m. - 
Sophoniſhs and Phenifla, 


PHOENISSA, 
of 2 u once 


at, again ! 
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Tivorn 6 th vry ink of very 3 


WW 


40 a. 


State, honours, armies vanquiſh'd ; nothing left 
But ber own great uncouquerable mind. 
And yet, ere eveniog comes, to larger power 
Reftor'd, I fee wy roya! friend ; and kncel 
In grateful homage to the gods, and her, 
Ye powers, what awful changes often mark 
The fortunes of the great ! 
Soph, Pherniſſa, true; 
Tis awful all, the wonderous work of fate. 
But, ah ! this ſudden marriage damps my ſou! ; 
I like it not, that wild precipitance 
Of youth, that ardor, that N fiream 
In which his love return'd. firſt, my friend, 
He vainly rag'd with di inted love ; * 
And, as the haſty florm ſubſided, then 
To ſoftneſs varied, to returning 
To lighs, to tears, to ſupplicating vows ; 
1 Nr = 
e ſhook my heart 0 queen 
Could only — — ir horrid power. 
And there is madneſs in that thought, enough 
In that ſtrong thought alone, to make me run 
From naive, 
Phen, Was it not auſpicious, Madam ? 
uit as we hop'd ? juſt as our wiſhes plann'd ? 
or let your ſpirit fink, Your ſerious hours, 
Vi hen you behold the Roman ravage check d, 
From their enchantment Maſinifla freed, 
And Carthage miſtreſs of the world again, 
This marriage will approve ; then will it riſe 
In all its glory, virewous, wiſe aud great, 
While happy nations, then deliver d, join 
Their loud acclaim, And, had the white occafion 
Neglefted flown, where now had been your hops ? 
Your liberty your country where your all 
Think well of this, think that, thiak every way, 
And 5ophoniſba caunot but exult 
In whe 4 done, 
Soph, Bo may my hopes 
As — alone to Carthage, to the public, 
Led me « marriage -vietim to the temple, 
Aud juil:fies wy vows, Ha! Syphas berg? 


Who! 


1 
* 
; ” 
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What would bis rage with me? Pheniſſa, 
1 But this one trial more L Heroic truth, * 


— GRATE 
In 


'Tis The very well 
I ank you, Sir. R 
Hyb. And gentle Maſiniſſa, 
Say. will be a very coming fool ? 
All pliant, all devoted to your will ? 
A glorious wretch, like Sy ? Ha! not mov'd! 
, thou | thou bear it thus ? 
ith n Canſt thou 
Here ſee the man thou haſt fo groſ'y wrong'd, 
— 1 ? And yet not ſhake 
ln every guilty nerve 
mr ] done, 
That 1 ſhould tremble ? that 1 ſhould not dare 
To bear thy preſence ? Was my beart to blame, 
I'd tremble tor myſelf, and nt for thee, 
Proud man ! Nor would I live to be albam'd. 
My foul irfelf would die, could the leaft ſhame 
On her unſported fame be juſtly caſt ; 
For of all evils, t the generous, ſhame 
Is the laſt deadly pang, But you bebold 
My late engagement with « jealous, tale, 
Aud (elf % 
Hb., Avenging Juno, hear ? 
And canſt thou think 40 juſtity thyſelf? 
I bluſh to hear thee, ed 
Soph, Oh, my foul ! 
Cant thou best is, this baſe 
And yet 2 calm #--- Well, well, for once 
It hall be fo-- (ty 66 thy maduets--- 
In patient (pi "Y wa es, Syphax, yes, 
Yes, 1 wall — Judi myſelf; 
En by the contort of the „ 
z 


41 


—" ——— 


Who 


42 SOPHONISBA 


Who binds the holy marriage-vow, be judg'd. 
And every public heart, not meanly 
In ittle low purſuirs, to wretched felt. 
Not all devoted, will abſolve me too, 
But in the tempeſt of the ſoul, when rage, 
Loud indignation, unartending pride, 
Aud jealouſy confound it, how can then 
"The nobler paſſions, how can they be heard? 
Yet let me tell theo 

Syph, Thou canſt tell me nought. 
Away ! away ! nought but iNlufion, falſhood 

Soph, My heart will burſt, in honour to myſelf, 
If here I ſpeak not ; though thy rage, I know, 
Can never be conrinc'd, ſhall it be 
Contounded,---And muſt I renounce my freedom ? 
Forgo the of doing general good ? 
Muſt yield myſelf the flave, the barbarous triumph 
Ot infolent, enrag'd, inveterate Rome ? 
And all for nothing but to grace thy fall ? . 
Nay by myſelf to periſh for thy ure ? 
For thee, the Romans may be mild to thee ; 
But I, « Carthaginian, I, whoſe blood 
Holds unrelenting enmity to theirs ; 
Who have myſelf much hurt them, and who live 
Alone to work them woe ; what, what can 1 
Hope from their vengeance, but the very regs 
& the worſt on, the 1 — bondag. 

et thou, kind man, would in thy generous 
Wouldit have me (uffer that ; be bound to — 
For that dire end alone, beyond the flretch 
Of nature and of law, 

Hb., Confuſion ! Law! 
] know the laws thee, the 
That rule the vuigar, I'm s captive, true 
And therefore may it thou plead a ſhameful ri 
To leave me 16 my cheins But fay, thou baic one! 
Ungratetul! foy, for whom am I a captive? 
For hem theſe many years with wor, and death, 
Defeats, and deſulation have 1 liv'd ? | 
2 pt 4 

r whom my crown, my Kingdom, and my 
Been vile y call away / 2 = this day, 


groſs laws 


po leaves me for the victor, for the 
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is day, have I been ſtain'd with laughter, 
A wt reelle field ?---For one, ye 4 


hold in utter endleſs deteſtation. 
re ! fury! hell !---Ob, I am richly paid. 


But thus it is to love a woman---Woman ! 


Mhe ſource of all diſaſter, all ition ! 

an in himſelf is ſocial, would be happy, 
Wr 
*urs'd him with woman 
nd harmleſs-ſeeming woman ; while at heart 
U poiſons, ſerpents, tigers, furics, all 
hat is deſtructive, in one form combin'd, 


oo much ſubjected to your tyrant force ; 
et know that all, we were not all, at leaft, 


WF orm'd for your trifles, for your wanton hours, 


too can ſnetimes ſoar above 
ſhold taſk aflign'd us, can expand 


ur 
he 


ad 


her ond the narrow ſphere of tamilics, 


And take in ſlates into the panting heart, 
LAs well as yours, ye partial to yourſelves ! 
S Aud this is my ſupport, my joy, my glory, 
The conſcience that my heart abhors all 
And of all bateneſe moſt ingrotitude, 


s lure affronted honour may declare, 
Mund an unbluſhing check, 


Hb, Falſe, talſe as bell! 

| Falle #5 your ſex ! when it pretends to virtue, 

You talk of honour, conſcience, patriotifm, 

A lemale patriot '-»- Vanity !--- Abſurd ! 

Eves doating dull credulity would laugh 

To ſcorn your talk, Was ever woman yet 

Had any _ purpoſe in ber eye, 

Than bow tv pleaſe bor pride or wanton will 

” 1 12 and 411045 WDANDETS, wi 
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Spb, Muſt I then, muſt I, 1 a 
Give thee a bitter proof of what I fay ? 
I would not ſeem to . thy diſtreſs, 
Not in the leaſt inſult thee ; thou art 
So fate ſevere has will'd it, fallen by me. 
I therefore have been patient ; from another, 
Such ſuch indiguity, had fir'd 
My foul to madneſs. But fince driven ſo far, 
I muſt remind thy blind injurious rage 
Of our unhappy marriage. 
= Alles = 

. | me, 
* 4 but once ! It what I here declare 
Shines not with reaſon. and the cleareft — 
May I be baſe, deſpis d, and dumb for ever 
I pray thee think, when unpropitious Hy men 
Our hands united, how | ftuod engag'sd, 
I need not mention what full well thou know'ſt. 
But pray recall, was I not flatter d? young ? 
With blooming lite elate, with the warm yeors 
Of vanity ? ſunk in « paſſion roo, 
Which tew refign? Yet then I married thee, 
Becauſe to Carthage decm'd a fironger triend ; 
For that alone, theſe conditions, ſay, 
Didft thou not take me, court me 16 thy throne ? 
Have I deceis d thee finec Hale 1 diflemwbled ? 
To gain one purpole, cer pretended what 


1] never felt ? Thou conft no! fay I have, 


And it that principle, which then intpir'd 
My marrying thee, was r git, it cannot now 
Be wrong, Im hace my native city wants 
Alliſtance more, and hub ing calls for aid, 
Muſt be more right 
b, This reaſoning is inſult ! 

i. I'm ſorry that thou doit oblige me to it, 
Then in a word take my tull-open'd foul, 

All Jove, but that of Carthage, I deſpiſe, 

I formerly % Maknifſa thee | 
* not, nor to thee now Mahn H, : 
ut Carthage to you both, And it preteen 
T hovlands to ohe, s whole collcticd people, © 

4 | 
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= nature's tenderneſs, whate'er is ſacred, 

ie liberty, the welfare of a tate, 

Fo one man's frantic happineſs, be ſhame : 

e, Syphax, I invoke it on my head! 

This ſet afide ; I, careleſs of myſelf, 

d, ſcorning proſperous ſtate, had ſlill been thine, 
Mn all the depth of miſery proudly thine ! 

3 at ſince the public the law ſupreme, 
bid, it; I will leave thee with a kingdom, 

WJ he ſame I found thee, or not reign myſelf. 

4 ias I ſee thee hurt—VWhy cam'i thou here, 
dus to inflame thee more ? 

Spb. Why, lorcereſs ? Why ? | 

Tou complication of all deadiy miſchief ! 
vou lying, ſoothing, ſpecious, charming fury ! 
4 tell chee 1 ＋ breathe my great — ; 
No throw this burning madneſs me ; 
q To ſlab thee 

4 Soph, Ha — 

88%. And, ſpringing from thy heart, 


AF 4 rc = fury firike ; tor I dare die. 
1 + + holds thy trembling point ? 

2 *. G = ds ! 
%. Seize the king, 
2X But look you treat him well, with all che ſtate 

= His dignity demands, 

= &p', Goodneſs from 

= I the worſt death I be Roman trumpers !— Ha! 
= Now ] bethink me, Rome will do me jullice, 

= Yes, 1 ſhall fee thee walk the flave of Rome ; 

= Forget my wrongs, and glut me with the light, 

= Be that my beſt revenge, 

4 8 ab, Inbuman that, 


r 


t is death in At, ſhall not be, 

I.. by | * 2 how chang'd ! from 
5 Mt. , how fallen 

© There Þ-4 ＋— — eee and ſplendor; [wine 
j At that illulirious evi, „hben Rome Aud 
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And Carthage met beneath this very roof, 

Their two great generals, Aſdrubal and Scipio, 

To court thy friendſhip. Of the ſame * 
n 


Both gracefully , and both recli 
On the ſame couch ; for onal diſtaſte 
And hatred ſeldom burn ern the brave. 


Then the ſuperior virtues of the Roman 
Gain'd all thy heart, Even Aſdrubal himſelf, 
With admiration ſtruck and juſt deſpair, 
Own'd him as dreadful at the focial feaſt 
As in the battle, This thou may remember; 
And how thy faith was given before the , 
And ſworn and ſeal'd to Scipio ; yet how falſe 
Thou fince haſt prov'd, I need not now recount, 
But let thy ſufferings for thy guilt atone, 
The captive for the king, A Roman 
Scorns to purſue the triumphs of the ſword 
With mean upbraidings. 
. Lelius, tis too true. 
Curſe on the cauſe 

Li. But where is Maſiniſſa ? 
The brave young victor, the Numidian Roman |! 
Wheos ts be, ane my! 297, ay applauſe, 
From envy pure, may hail b ſtate ? 
Why that contemptuous ſmile / 

Hb. Too credulous Roman 
I ſmile to think how that this Mafiaiſſa, 
1 TEE fill more 

thy praiſes by a late exploit, 

In every bing ſucceſsful, 

Lei, What is this ? 
0 


Bafa. 


Within thete uer d walls 
. This, L. 10 


A night of triumph o'er my conquerer 
8 os AE . 


Ls. Mabwiſh| How | 
, 10 married to 
tba 170 * 
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4 oy t the nuptial torch into my hand, 
bat 2 my throne, my palace, and my kingdom, 
A! in a blaze. She now has leis d on him; 
Nu ura him ſoon from Rome, I know her power; 
J er lips diſtil unconquerable poiſon. 
WO, I clone thought !—Will tink this hated youth, 
Nin croch him deep, beneath the mighty ruin 
Dt fallin Ca . 

= Lei. Gan it be ? Amazement ! 

Spb. _ learn it from himſelf, He comes — Away! 


e turies, ſnatch me from his fight! for hell, 
Wes tortures all are gentle to the preſence 
Df « trivmphant rival. [Exit, 

Leal. What is man? 

My, Thou more than — glorious day ! 

4 more than partner is 

Vic has from Carthage torn her chief Ws 
And tottering leſt her, I rejoice to ſee thee, 
„ Cirths welcome, Lalius. Thy brave legions 
Nos use the (weet repoſe by valour purchas'd ; 
WT his cit rs refreſhment on their coils. 

order'd Nat 


Lell Thanks to Maſiniſſa, 
AI! that is we'l, I here obſers'd the King, 
Wu loolcly guarded, True, indeed, from him 
WT here is not much to fear, The dangerons (pirit, 
Wl! not waworthy ear, our maichlels prize, 
Wt bu imper:oue Qucen, is Suphoniſhe, 
4 he pride, the rage of Carthage live in her, 
How, where us ſhe ? 
= Ma/. She, Lelius? In my care, 

Nik not of her ; I'll aniwer or her conduct. 
= Ls, Yes, it in chains, T li then, believe me, Prince, 
1 vere as hopetul avlwering for the winds, 
k hat 1heir broad p nun- 404ld not rouze the deſart, 
0 4 their darted lightning will be hat une ſe, 
As promiſe peace from ber, But why fo dark ? 
Von datt your E dorf COUNtERGnce grows WAI, 
r 1s in — out | 
roy, w nee an akin ces, 
"The Komay captive, give! a 
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* Maſ. Lælius, no — ve OPM WY 

ou know my marriage — x has been buſy, 

It is unkind to dally with my paſſion. 4 

Li. Ah, Mafinifla ! was it then for this, 

Thy h hither from the recent battle? 

Is the firſt inſtance of the Roman bounty 

Thus, thus abus'd ? They give thee back thy kingdom, 
k 


And in return are of their captive robb'd ; / 
Of all they valued, Sophoniſha. Ith 

Maſ. Robb'd ! Sui, 
How, Lalius ? Robb'd! 1 

Leal. Yes, Mafinifla, robb'd. Nut 
What is it elſe? But I, this night, Nor 
Will here aſſert the majeſty of Rome, | To 
And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial bed. l 

EP As ſoon, fiery Romar, Tui 
As ſoon thy rage might from her azure ſphere duc 
Tear yonder moon. The man that ſcizes her, Thy 
Shall ſet his foot firſt on my bleeding bearr ; dna 
Of that be ſure. And is it thus ye tent By 1 
Your firm allies ? Thus kings in friendſhip with you? Our 


Of human paſſions ſtrip them ? Slaves indeed, 
If thus deny'd the common privileges 
Of nature, what the weakelt creatures claim, 
A right to what they love, 

Le. Out, out! For ame! 
This paſſion makes thee blind, Here is a war, 
W hich defolatcs the nations, has almott 
Laid waſte the world, How many widows, orpuans, But 
And love - loru virgins pine for it in Rome! 
Even her great ſenate droops, ber nobles fail, 
Her Cirous ſhrinke, ber every luftre thins ; 
Nature herſeli, by frequent prodigics, 
Seems at this havock of her works to ficken ; 
And our Auſonian plains are now be. ome 
A horror to the fight, At each fad ſle p, 
Remembrance weeps, Yet her, the greatcfh prize 
It hicherto has vie ; her, whoſe charms 
Are only turg'd to whet its cruel point, 
Tho to thy wedded breatt haft taken her, 
Haſt purchar'd thee het beauties by « (ca. 


Oi thy proteftor's bloud, and op 3 throne 
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Set her, this day recover'd by their arms. 
Canſt thou thyſelf, thou, think of it with patience ? 
Nor to a Roman mention king, A Roman 


: Would ſcorn to be a king. The Roman people 


Took liberty from out the very duſt, 
And for great ages urg d it to the ſkies, 
The dread of kings ! 
Maſ. Be not fo haughty, L. ius. 
It ſcarce becomes the gentle Scipio“ friend ; 
Suirs not thy wonted eafe, the tender manners 
1 fill have mark d in thee. I honour Rome ; 
Nut honour 100 myſelf, my vows, my Qu-en ; 
Nor will, nor enn I tamely hear thee threaten 
To ſeize her like a flave. 

Let. I will be calm 
This thy raſh deed; this unexpeCted ſhock, 
duch a peculiar injury to me, 
Thy friend and fellow-foldier, has perhaps 
$natch'd me too far: for haſt thou not diſhonou: d, 
Ny this laſt ach, a ſucceſsful war, , 
Our common charge, entruſted us by Scipio ? 
MJ. Ay, there it is, Has not thy vain ambition 
(Oh, where is friendihip !) plann'd her for thy triumph? 
10 think on'r, death ! 16 think it is diſhonour, 
At ſuch a fight, the warrior's eye might wer 
His burning check; and all the Roman matr ns, 
Who hae the laurel'd way, aſham's, and ſad, 
Tam from a captive brighter than themſelves, 
But Scipio will be milder. | 

Lal. 1 diſdain 
This thy ſurmiſe, and give ir up to Scipio, 
Thoſe paſhons are not cumely, Here to-morrow 
Comes the Proconſul, Mean time, Maſinifla, 
Ah, harden not thyſelf in fluttering hope ! 
Scipio is mild, but Ready — Hz ! « , 
| chink the hates a Roman —and will leave thee, ( Exit, 


Huter Sophonitba, 
Soph, Was not that Roman Lelius, as I enter'd, 
U ho panes roomy hence f 
Ma/. Mi , the ſame, 
Soph, Unhappy Afric ! fince theſe havghty Romans 
Have iu this * thy courts, 
| I 164d 
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] read his freſl; reproaches in thy face ; 
The lefſon'd pupil in thy fallen 
In that forc'd {wile which fickens on thy cheek. 
Ma. Oh, fay not fo, thou _ ot my ſoul ! 
For while I ſee thee, meditate thy charms, 
I ſmile as cordial as the fun in Ma ; 0 
Deep ſrom the heart, in every lenle of joy, 
I fondly ſmile. 
Soph, Nay, tell me, Maſiniſſa, 
How fee's their tyaanny, when 'tis brought home? 
When, lawleſs grown, it touches what is dear? 
Pomp for a whiic may dazzle thoughtleſs man, 
Falſc glory blind him ; but there is a time, 
When ev'n the ſlave in heart will ſpurn his chains, 
Nor know ſubmiſſion more, W hat ſaid his pride ? 
Maf. His re gp wn lor a moment only 
Burſtin vain p and —— 
Soph. You flood abaſh'd ; 
You bore his threats, and tamely ſilent heard him, 
Heard the fierce Roman mark ine for his triumph. 
Oh bitter! 
Ma/. Baniſh that unkind ſuſp.cion, 
The thought enflam'd my foul. I vow'd my life, 
My laſt My lian, to the ſword, ere he 
Should touch thy treedom with the leaſt diſbonour, 
But that from Scipi 
$oph, Scipio! 
Maſ. That from him 
Soph, I tell thee, Maſiniſſa, if from him 
1 gain my ſreedom, from myſelf conceal it, 
1 hall difdein fuck freedom, 
1. /. Sophoniſba 
Thoy all wy heart holds precious ! doubt no more, 
Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nor a world combin'd 
Shall «car thee from me, till out-firetch'd I lie, 
A nameleſs wretch, 
fails, 


7 8 If thy 
O. this at leaſt be ſure, be very ſure, 
1] o give me timely death, 
if, Ceaſe thus to talk 
Of death, of Romans, of unkind ambition, 
My ſulici thoughts thoſe rugged themes cl ule, 
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Wich all the 
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Can turn alone to love. All, all but thee, 
All nature is a paſſing dream to me : 
Fix'd in my view, thou doſt for ever ſhine, 
Thy form forth · beaming from the ſoul divine. 
A spirit thine which mortals might adore ; 
Deſpiling love, and thence creating more. 
Thou the high — I the render prove ; 
Thy heart was form'd for glory, mine for love. 
[ Exeunt, 


Env of the Fovarn Acr. 


SS SS TT 1 
Enter Maſiniſh and Narva. 


Miene A. 


AIL to the joyous day With clouds 
H The whole horizon Fell Ie aer Spring 
ands looſely floating on the mountain-top, 


And deals her ſweets around. The ſun too ſeems, 


As conſcious of wy joy, with 71 eye 

To look abroad the world ; and all things ſmile 

Like Sophoniſha, Love and friendſhip ſure 

Have mark'd this day from out their choiceft ſtores, 

For beauty rais'd by dignity and virtue, 
, all the loves embelliſh'd. 

a mine ! and Scipio comes 
Nar, My Lord, the trumpets ſpeak his near approich, 
My. 1 want bis ſecret audience, Leave vs, Narva. 


[ Exit Narva. 
—— — 
ipio more [ m can 
Oh, greatly, dear! — 8 — 
ie. Matinifla, 


{ My heart beats back thy joy, A happy friend, 


With laurel green, with veſt crown'd, and glory ; 
Kid by his prudence, — and valour, 


Oer all his focs ; and on his native throne, 


Amnidil his reſcu'd ſhouting ſubjefts fer, 
bay, can the gods, in laviſh bounty, give 
A light more pleaſing ? 

K » "A 


. 
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Maſ. My great ſriend and patron, 
It was thy timely, thy reſtoring arm, 
That brought me ſrom the fearful deſart - liſe, 
To live again in ſtate, and purple ſplendor. 
And now 1 wield the ſceptre of my fathers, . 
See n dear people from the tyrant's ſcourge, 
From Syphax freed ; I hear their glad applauſes ; 
And, to compleat my happineſs, have gain'd 
A triend worth all, Oh, gratitude, eſteem, 
And love like mine, with what divine delight 
Ye fill the heart ! 1 
Kii. Heroic youth | virtue 
Has — hate er thy — 2 can beſtow. 
It was thy patience, Maſiniſſa; patience, 
A champion clad in ſtecl, that in the waſte 
Attended ftill thy ſtep, and ſav d my friend 
For better days. What cannot paticnce do ? 
A great deſign is ſeldom ſnatch'd at once ; 
is patience heaves it on, From ſavage nature 
"Tis patience that has built up human lite, 
The nurſe of arts ; and Rome exalis ber head, 
An everlaſting monument of patience. 
Ma. If I have that, or any virtue, Scipio, 
Lis copy id all from thee, 
8 ipio, No, Maſiniſſa, 
Ii all unborrow'd ; the _—_— growth 
Of nature in thy breaſt, Friendſhip, for once, 
Muft, tho“ thou bluſbeft, wear a liberal tongue ; 
Mult tell thee, noble youth, that long expericace 
In councils, battles, many a hard event, 
Has found thee fill fo conſtant, fo Gacere, 
do wiſe, ſo brave, ſo generous, ſo humane, 
bo well atiemper'd, «nd ſo fifly turn'd 
For what is either great or good in life, 
As calls diftinguiſh'd hoyour on thy country, 
And cannot but endear thee to the Romans, 
For me, I think wy labours all repaid, 
My wars in Ailric, Mafbnifh's fiendibip 
Smiles at wy foul, Be that my dearelt wiumph, 
* hy fourlors ellate, 


Aud lent a boappy hand is raifing thee 
— paternal thou, uſurg'd by by phas, 


The 
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The greateſt ſervice could be done my country, 
| Diſtracted Afric, and mankind in general, 

Was aiding ſure thy cauſe. To put the power 
Ihe public power, into the good man's hand, 
Is giving plenty, life, and joy to millions. 
But has my friend, fince late we parted armies, 
Since he with Lalius ated ſuch a brave, 
Auſpicious part againſt the common foe, 
Has he been blameleſs quite ? Has be conſidet d, 
How pleaſure often on the youthful heart, 
Beneath the roſy, ſoft diſguiſe of love, - 
(All ſaceineſe, ſmiles, and ſeeming innocence) 
Steals unperceiv'd, and lays the vi low ? 
I would not, cannot put thee to the pain 
It pains me — the leaſt reproach. 
Let thy too faithful ſupply 
The reſt, [ Paufing.] Thy ſilence, that dejected look, 
That honeſt colour fluſhing o'er thy cheek, 
Impart thy better ſoul. 

% Oh, my Lord ! 
Oh, Scipio ! love has ſeiz'd me, tyrant love 
Inthralls my ſoul. 1 am undone by love, 

Scipio, And art thou then to ruin reconcil'd ? 
Tam d to deftrvution ? Wilt thou be undone ? 
Rilign the rowering thought, the vaſt delign, 

With furure glories big ; the Warriors wreath, 
The gliue iog files, the trumpet's ſprightly clang, 
The praiſe of ſenates, wn applauding worid, 

The patriot's ſtatue, and the hero's triumph, 

All for gh, all for a ſoft embrace, 

For a gay tranbent fancy, Maſinifha ? 

For ſhame, my friend! tor honour's ſake, for glory, 
bit not with folded arms, dcl pairing, weak, 

And carcleſs all, till certain rvin comes ; 

Lake © leck virgin fighing to the gaie, 

Unconq acrable love 

Mas. How crang'd indeed! 

The time has been, when, fir'd from Scipio's tongue, 
0 foul had mounted in a flame with his, 
here is ambition flown ? Hopeleſs attempt! 
Can love like mine be 8 Can l forget 
| 3 
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What ſlill poſſeſſes, charms my for ever ? 
Throw ſcornful from me what I moſt dear ? 


Not feel the force of excellence ? To joy 
Be dead, and undelighted with delight? 
12 many #5 o, ! 

am ungeual to thy virtue, Scipio. 
* 22 * fic ! By heavens, I bluſh 

t thy dejection, thi language ! 
What, periſh for a woman | ruin all, 
a wy deeds _ an admiring world 

rom thy ri , only to 
A flubborn f 4 p 1 — 
How muſt it, think you, ſound in future ſlory, 
Young Maſiniſſa was a virtuous pri 
And Afric ſmil'd beneath his carly ray; 
But that a Carthaginian captive came, 
whom untimely in the common fate 

Ot love he fell The wiſe will ſcorn the page ; 
And all thy praiſe be ſome fond maid exclaiming, 
Where are lovers now ?— Oh, rather, rather, 
Had 1 ne&er ſeen the vital light of heaven, 
Than like the vulgar live, and like them die! 
Ambition ſickens at the very thought. 
To ul and buſtle here from day to day, 
Loſt is the paſſions of inglorious life, 
Joys which the careleſs brures poſſels above vs; 
And when ſome years, each duller than another, 
Arc thus claps'd, in nauſeous pangs to die, 
And pate away, like thoſe — things, 
'T hat ſoon become as they had never been. 

Ma/. And am I dead to this ? 

e. The gods, young man, 
Who train up heroes in misfortune's ichool, 
Have ſhook thee with adverſity, with each 
Illuſtrious evil, that can raiſe, expand, 
And fontify the mind, Thy rooted worth 
Has fhood theſe wint'ry blaſts, grown flironger by them, 
6h all then, in proſperous times, white all is mild, 
All verbal, fair, and glory blows around thee, 
hall then the dead ierene of pleaſure come, 
And lay thy faded honours in the duſt / 

Me// O genie Scipio ſpwie me, yore ay wadkget, 

I pits 


= Pertum'd, and made a lover 
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£ipi0. Remember Hannibal—A ſignal proof 
A — example of deſtruQive pleaſure. ; 
He was the dicad of nations, once of Rome, 
When from Bellona's boſom, purs'd in camps, 
And hard with toil, he down the rugged Alps 
Ruſh'd in a torrent over Italy; 
U uer'd, till the looſe delights of Capus 
Sunk his victorious arm, bis 4 broke, 

; the hero. 

And now he d in Bruitium, fear'd no more, 
= Sinks on our + like a ſcatter'd ſtorm. 
Remember him, and yet reſume thy ſpirit, 

Exe it is 14 

l b | Scipio 

3 N d. 4 =I me wiſdom thus, 

& Aud(yct a ſtupid anguiſh dt my heart 
© Repel whate'er he ſays ?—But why, my Lord, 
Wr mould we kill the beſt of peſlions, love ? 
© 1: aids the hero, bids ambition riſe, ; 
© Turns us to pleaſe, inſpires immortal deeds, 
© Even ſoftens brutes, and makes the pu more good, 
Kue. There is a holy tenderneſs indeed, 

© A nameleſs (ympathy, « fountain-love, 

E Branch'd 42 from parents to their children, 
From child to child, from kindred on to kindred, 

© ln various fireams, from citizen to citizen, 

From fricad to friend, from man to man in general, 


& That binds, ſupports, and (weetens human lite, 


But is thy pathon ſuch ?—d-Liſt, Mabuifla, 
While 1 the hardeſt office of a friend 

E Diſcharge, and, with a neceſſary hand, 

A hand, tho! barſh at preſent, rc#lly tender, 

EI point this paſſion, Aud if then thou till 
An bent to tooth it, I muſt bghing leave thee 
Te what the gods think fit, 

* My, Oh, never, Scipio 

© Oh, never leuve me to myſelf ! Speak on; 

EI dread, and yet defire thy friendly hand, 
ee. | hope that Manila nced not now 
Be told, how much bis bappinels is mine ; 
With what a warm benevolence 1'd ſpring 
To raiſe, confirm it, to prevent his withes, 


— — 
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Which even her very perfidy to thee 


Oh, luxury to think ! But while he 
Burns in a fever, ſhall I let him quaff 
Delicious poiſon for a cooling draught, 
In fooliſh pity to his thirſt ? Shall 1 
Let a ſwift flame conſume him as he 
Becauſe his dreams are gay ? Shall I indulge 
A frenzy flaſh'd from an infeftious eye? 

A ſudden impulſe, unapprov'd by reaſon ; 
Nay, by thy cool deliberate thought condemu'd, 
Refolv'd againſt? A pm for a woman, 
Who has abus'd thee baſely, left thy —— 
Thy love, as ſweet, as tender as the ſpring, 
The blooming hero for the haughty tyrant ; 
And now who makes thy ſheltering arms alone 
Her laſt retreat, to ſave her from the vengeance, 


Has brought upon her head ?—Nor is this all; 
A woman, who will ply her deepeſt arts, , 
(Ab, too prevailing as appears already) 

ill never reſt, All Syphax' fate is thine ; 
Tell friendſhip weeping flies; we join no more 
In glorious deeds, and thou fall off from Rome ? 
Ito could add, that there is ſomething mean, 
Inhuman in thy paſſion, Does not Syphax, 
While thou rejoiceſt, die ? The rus heart 
S Huld ſcorn a pleaſure which gives others pain. 
If this, my friend, all this confider'd deep, 
Alarm thee not, not rouze thy reſolution, 
And call the hero from his wanton lumber, 
Then Maſinifſa's loft, 

Ma/. Oh, I am pierc'd ! 


In every thought am pierc'd ! "Tis all too true Aud 
I wiſh I could refuſe it, Whither, whither, No: 
Into“ what enchanted wilds have I been wandering ? Nor 
"They ſcem'd Elytium, the delighttul plains, The 
Ihe happy groves of heroes and of lovers, M 
But the divinity that breathes in thee Have 
Has broke the charm, and I am in à deſart, My; 
Far from the land of peace, It was but lately, Aud, 
That a — joyous calm o'erſpread my ſoul, | The 1 
And reaſon tun'd my paſſions into bliſs ; For | 


When love came hurrying in, and with raſh hand, Ny 
| — % 


On adamant ! 
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4 And be my former friend, chyſeli, again, 
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Mix'd them delirious, till they now ferment 

To miſery. There is no reaſoning down 

This deep, deep anguiſh, this continual pang : 

A thouſand things, whene'er my raptur'd thought 
Runs back a little, But I will not think— 

And yet I muſt. Oh, gods! that I could loſe 


What a fond few hours” memory 


has grav'd 
effort more, 


Scipio. But one ſtrong 


And the fair field is thine—A conqueſt far 

= Excelling that o'er Syphax. What remains, 
Since now thy to thyſelf appears, 
But an immediate, mauly rceſoution 

= To ſhake off this cfieminate diſcaſe, *_. 

© Theſe ſoft ideas, which ſeduce — ſoul, 


Make it all idle, uneſpirio 
A ſcene of dreams, to puff them to the winds, 


I joy to find thee touch d by generous motives, 
As} I necd uot bid 92 recollect 


Whoſe awful y thou haſt uſurp'd ; 


2 pat 

= Whoſe charms corrupied Syphax from their fide, 
Aud fir'd embattled nations into Tage ; 

Min never ſuffer her, when 
To ruin thee too, taint th 
And kindle future war, 


Erl rock 
Z 

a, fate itſeli 
than they, F 
but ſeems concern d, 
No motive their impenetrable | 


Is not more ſicad y to the ri 


hearts 
Nor fear nor nde d can d e- uch is 
be ſpirit that has rais'd imperial Rome, 


| Have ſworn to ſave her from the Roman 
| Aud, by the conſcious = 


M, Ab, killing truth! But, I have promis d, Scipio, 
power, 
hand is given ; 

— vows, 
The whole united world ſhall never have her ; 
For | will die a thouſand, thouſand deaths, 


My plighted faich is pol d, 


Vis 


— 
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Thy reſolution, thy in'd honour. 
For ever ſacred be thy word, and vath, 
Virtue by virtue will alone be clcar'd, 
And ſcorns the crooked methods of diſhonour, 
But, thus divided, how to keep thy faith 
At once to Rome and Sophoniſba ; how 
ä wn wy op 4 ned 
rom greater : this thy ſecret thought 
Can beſt inform thee. 4 
Maf. y ! Diſtration ! 
Theſe wi tears——Oh, look not on me, Scipio 


For I'm a child again. 
refue iff 
ng 


Scipio, Th 


weep. 
drop it would 


great , , pleaſure, 
While flaves at heart, while by ſantaſtic turns 
Our frantic paſſions rage ? The very chought 


Should turn our pomp to ſhame, our ſweet to bitter, 


—_=_ . nr 
hiſper reproach. Oh, ye celeſtial powers 
What is is, to 6 — 

Toba Gown Gallen, ad Harter the world # 
| uliar favour, glory 
— — 2 

And without that, the conquetor is . 

Save the firſt fave, Then rouze ther, 

Nor in one weakneſs all thy virtues loſe. 

And, Oh, beware of long, of vain 


My/. Well, well, no It is but dying to. { Z-', 
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Scipio, I wiſh I have not urg'd the truth to rigour. 
There is a time when virtue grows ſevere, 
Too much for nature, and even almoſt cruel, 
1 FE ner Lalius, 
Poor Maſirifa, Laliue, is undone ; 
Betwixt his paſſion and his reaſon toſt 
In miſerable conflict. - 
Le. Entering, Scipio, 
He ſhot ath wart me, nor vouchſaf d one look. 
Hung on his clouded brow I mark'd deſpair, 


And his eye glaring with ſome dire ve. 


Faſt o'er his check roo ran the haſty rear, 
It were great pity that he ſhould be loſt ! 
Sibi. By heavens, ro loſe him were a ſhock, as if 
I loft thee, Lalius, loſt my deareſt brother, 
Bound up in friendſhip trom our infant years, 
A thouſand lovely qualities endear him, 
Only too warm of heart. 
Lexi. What ſhall be done? 
Spies. Here let it reſt, till dme "bates his paſſion, - 
Nature is nature, - let the wiſe 
Say what they pleaſe, But, now, perhaps he dic 
Hole, — give him hope. 1 not time 
To tell thee what Thy prudence will direct. 
Whatever is conſiſtent with my honour, 
My duty to the public, and my friendſhip 
To him himfſelt, ſay, promi, hall be done. 
I hope returning realun will prevent 
Our farther care, p 
Lel. 1 fiy with joy. 
$cipio, His bite 
Nat only fave, but Sophoniſba's too 
For both, I fear, arc ia this paſſion mix'd, 
Lel. it thall be done, [Exlt, 
Scipio, If friendibip pierces thus, 
When Love pours in his added violence, 
What are the pangse which Maftuflh tecls ! [ Ea, 
Laser Dophon ba and Pheuifhi, 
Soph, Yes, Mahale loves memtHeavens, how fond ! 
But yet I know not what hangs on my ſpirit, 
A dilmal boding ; for this fetal boipio, 
I dicad his virtues, this prevailing Roman, 


Eveu 
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Even now, perhaps, deludes the generous K 

Fires his ambition with miſtaken glory, 11 

Demands me from him ; for full well he knows, 

That, while I live, I muſt intend their ruin. 
Phan. Madam, theſe fears 
Soph, And yet it cannot be. 

Can Scipio, whom ev'n hoſtile fame proclaims 

Of perſect honour, and of poliſh'd manners, 

Smooth, artful, wianing, moderate, and wiſe, 

Make ſuch a wild demand ? Or, if he could, 

Can Maſiniſſa it ? Give his Queen, 

Whom love and honour bind him to protect, 

Yield her a captive to rriumphant Rome? 

* Vis baſench to ſuſpeR it ; tis inhuman, 

What then remains *—Suppoſe they ſhould reſolve, 

By right of war, to ſeize me for their prize, 

Ay, there it kills! What can his ſingle arm, 

Again the Roman power ; that very power 

By which he flands reſlor'd ? Diftratting thought! 

Still o'er my head the rod of bondage hangs. 

Shame on my weakneſs ! This poor catching hope, 

This tranſient taſte of joy, will oaly more 

Inbitter death. 

Phan, A moment will decide, 


Madam, till tha 
Soph, Would I had dy'd before ! 
And am I dr } Here, from the Romans, 


Beſeeching | may hive to ſwell their triumph 

When my free ſpirit ſhould ere now have join'd 

That great affermbly, thoſe devoted ſhades, 

Who {corn'd to live till liberty was lotit, 

But cre their country fell, abhorr'd rhe light, 

W heace this pale flave f He uembles with hie meftige, 


Fuer a Slave with a letter and poiſon from Mainifla, 
dave, 28 This, Madam, from the King, and 


is, 
Soph, Ho! ty [Roads the letter, 
Rejoice, Phanifſe ! give me joy, wy friend! 
For here is liberty, My fears arc air, 
The band of Rune cen never touc h me more, 


Hail, peried freedom, hail ! 
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Phan, How, what, my Queen ! 
Ah ! what is this ? * — to the poiſon, 

8oph. The firſt of bleſſings, death. 

Phan. Alas, alas! can I rejoice in that ? 

Shitr not thy colour at the ſound of death; 

For death not in a dreary light, 
Seem not a blank to me; a lofing all 
Thoſe fond ſenlations, thoſe enchanting dreams, 
Which cheat à toiling world from day to day, 
And torm the whole of happineſs they know. 
It is to me perfection, glory, triumph. 
Nay, fondly wou'd I chuſe it, tho" perſuaded 
It were a long dark night without « morning, 
To bondage far prefer it ; fince it is | 
Deliverance trom a world where Ruman: rule, 
Where violence prevail And timely too 
Before my country falls ; before 1 feel N 
As many Hripes, as many chains, and deaths, 
As there are lives in Carthage. Glorious charter ! 
By which I bold immortal lite and freedom ; 
Come, let me read thee once again —and then, 
To thy great purpoſe, [ Rends the letter alous', 


++ Maſiniſſa to his Queen, 

„The gods know with what pleaſure I would have 
kept my faith to Sophoniſba in another manner, Bur 
fince this fatal bowl can alone deliver thee from the Ko- 
mans, call to mind thy tather, thy country, that thou hott 
been the wife of two — $ — act up to the datt of 
thy own beat. Iwill not long ſurvive thee,” 
X well! 

6 of death, who rule the Stygian gloom ! 
Ye who have greatly dy'd! 1 4 come 
* contented, * die a queen ; 

y Rome untouch'd, unſulli their power 
bo much their terror, that 1 — 12 hive, 
And thou, go tell the King, if this is all 
The nuprial preſent he can (end his bride, 

I thank him for it, But that death had worn 
An «calier face before I truſted him, 

His poiſon, tell him too, he might have ſpar'd; 
hee tunes may mm humnicll, aud 1 


Live 


4 


62 SOPHONISBA. 


Live not of ſuch a cordial unprovided. 

Add, hither had he come, I could have taught 
Him how todie. I linger not, remember, 

I ſtand not ſhivering on the brink of life ; 
And, but theſe votive drops, which, grateful, thus, q 


To Jove the high deliverer I ſhed, | 
Aſſure him that I drank it, drank it all, * 
With an unalter'd ſmile——— Away. [Drizk, 

[Exit Slat, A Oh, 
My friend, [To Phan.“ 


In tears, my friend | Diſhonour not my death 
With womaniſh complaints. Weep not for me, 
Weep for thyſelf Phenniſſa, for thy country, 
But not for me. There is a certain hour, 
Which one would wiſh all undiſturb'd and bright, 
No care, no ſorrow, no dejected , 
And that is when we die, when we go, 
Ne'er to be ſeen again. Then let us 
A bold exalted wing, and the laſt voice 
We bear, be that of wonder and 5 

Phan, Who with the patriot withes not to die ! 

Soph, And is the ſacred moment then ſo near? 
The moment, when yon ſun, thoſe heavens, this earch, 
Hateful to me, polluted by the Romans, 
And all the buſy, laviſh race of men, 
Shall fink at once, and ſtraight another ſiate, 
New ſcenes, new joys, new faculiies, new wonders, 
Kiſe on a ſudden round ; but this the gods 
In clouds and horror wrap, or none would live, 
How liberal is death! Methinks, 1 cm 
To wich the happy ſhure, Behind me frowns 
A ſtormy fea, with toffing :nortals thick; 
While, vacoufin'd and green, bciore me lics 
The land of bliſs, and everlaſting freedom ; 
Where walk the mighty dead, 4 of one mind, 
Ove blooming ſmile, one language, and one cuuntry, 
Oh, tv be there ! My breaſt begins o burn; 
My tainted heart grows flick kh, me, Phaerniſſa 
How many virgins, intants, tender wretches, 
Mull tee} hefe panys, cre Carthage is no more! 
Sofi — lead me to my couch My ſhivering limbs 

I 


Do 
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Do this laſt office, and then reſt —_— 
I thee, weep not ; pierce me not with groans 
The King too here Nay, then my death is full. 
Enter Maſiniſſa, Lalius, and Narva. 
= Me./. Has Sophoniſta drank this curſed bowl ? 
= Oh, horror, horror ! what a fight is here? 
Soph, Had I not drank it, Maſiniſſa, then 
I had deſerv'd it. 
Ma/. Exquiſite difireſs ! - 
Oh, bitter, bitter fate | and this laſt hope 
= Compleats my woe, 
= &#, When will theſe cars be deaf 
* To miſery's complaint ? Theſe eyes be blind 
Ie. miſchief wrought by Rome ? 
# Maſ. Too foon, too / 
EZ Ah, why fo haſty ? Bot u little while, 
* Hadit thou delay d this horrid dravght, I then 
Had been as happy as 1 now am wretched, ſing ? 
Soph, What means this talk of of cownrd wait» 
= Ma}. What have I done ? Oh, heavens! I cannct think 
E Without difirattion, betl, and burning anguifl;, 
& On my raſh deed ! But, while 1 ralk, the Ges, 
And bow, what, where am I, then ? Say, canſi thou 
| Forgive me, Sophoniſhs ? 
| &opb, Yes, and more, 
Note than forgive thee, thank thee, Maſiniſſa, 
. thov been weak, and dally'd with my trcedom, 
& Till by Rome enflav'd, that injury 
| 1] never bat forgiven, 
| Ma, I come with life, 
Lebus and I from Scipio haſted bicher ; 
{ But death was here betore us, This vile poiſon ! 
| Gb, With life ! There was fome merit in the poilon ; 
{ But this deftroys it all, And could thou think 
Me mean couugh to take it f Oh, Phaniil,! 
This mortal ten is almoſt at an end 
Keceive wy parting ſoul, 
Phan, Alas, wy Quren , 
Mas, Dies, dies, and fre me! Mercy, $-phogiſos ! 
Grant one fugiving look, while yet thou ch; 
Or &cath cl, the grove cannu! relicye mr ; 


But, with the Furies 127 my frantic 804 
| ; 


G3 


* 
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Will howl for ever. Quivering and pale! = If 1 
Have I done this ? ou . Th. 
Soph, Come nearer, Maſiniſſa, = An 
_ 1 111 El 
of. Mi Theſe pangs 5 
To me — were caſe, A moment only, p 
An agonizing moment, while I have Y 


Might have been happy. Rouse thee now, my ſoul ! 
The cold deliverer comes. Be mild to Syphax. 
- my — friend behold me ſtill. 

arewel— — never, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee more %%. 

Ma/. Dead, dead, Oh, dead ! 
2 * 

natches Llius' ſword to himſelf. 

Ll. Hold, Maſrniſla ! 

Ma/. And wouldſt thou make s coward of me, Lalius ? 
Have me ſurvive that murder'd excellence ? 
Did the not tir? Ha! Who has ſhock d my brain ? 
It whirls, it blazes — Was it thou, old man ? 


Let me conduct thee to thy 
M. "The grave 

Were welcome, But ye cannot make me live 

Oppreſs'd with life | ( croud not thus around me; 

For I will hear, ſee, chink no more, Thou ſus, 

Keep up thy hated beams ; and all I want 

Of LT kind carth, is an immediate 7 — 

Ay, there ſhe lies— Why to that pallid ſweetneſs 

Can not I, nature, lay my lips, and dic ? : 
L#l. See there the ruins of the noble m 

When trom calm reaſon pullion tears the ſu 

W hat pity the ſhould perith | -—— Cruel was 

*Tis not the leaſt misfortune in thy ain, 

That oft by thee the brave deſtroy the brave, 

Ghe had a an foul ; for every one 

Who loves, like her, bis country, is 8 Roman, 

Whether on Atte“ ſandy plains he glows, 


Or lives ανννt d among Kiph@u (ow s, 


"598. We, bt for Rome 
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If parent liberty the breaſt inflame 
The gloomy L bian then deſerves that name ; 
Z And, warm wit freedom, under frozen ſkies, 


” _n fartheſt Britain Romans yet may riſe. 
Eup of the Firru Aer. 
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", 
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EZ EL AS 


By a Favs. 


NF. Pm afraid the modeſt tafte in vogue 
Demand; a flrong, high-ſcaſon'd epilogue ; 
„ Je fl foul ak pigs part 
fink into the 
Our — auther Z 15 proceeding ; 
He a hurts ſound morals and good 4 breed 
Nor Sophon;ſba would he here pr 
A glaring model of no private — 
Ladies, te bid me fay, brhold your Cato: 
77 ve he ho — fic he nor read in Plate P 
o ſure 7 for ber country's ſake, 
A /a „ which Cato could not —— 
Aire 0 2 — — men are nay 
wyFe wwhat one ſay1, 
I wow, 1 = Ky . 
That, 122 74 your ior merit, 
/ we ſhould lay down our lives, 
Lib, 2 old, Pa barbarow, brathen wwe, 
727 1155 bland — But fre the in ler, 
4 * her country Would not loſe a pinu'r, 
{ bow could ſuch & creature Slew her face P 
— 1 4 you do ere lace, 
The Roman fair, the public in Arg, 
Gove up the dare vr of Arg. 
How much more cheaply might you 2 
One yard of ribbon, and N oils of 48. 
And gauſe cat dep-read critic muft ado! T 
Four Roman ladies d gi gan a. 
See you, fair patriots, come to Are ye fo b thin 
2 7 char might al your fat be ecu ö 
% daun us longer owe your (las mi ; 
fem of ets. more fatal than thi;r arms, 
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17 1 
Zach Britiſh dame, who courts her counter praiſe, 


tting theſe outlandiſh modes, might ra 

52 you potuder d band, jo thin and ſpruce) 
Ten able-bodied men, for—public uſe. 

But now a ſcriox; word about the play, 
Auſpicious ſmile on this bis firft efſay : 
Ye generous Britons ! own ſous inſpire ; 
def gay applauſes fon their — fore : 
Then other Shakeſprares yet may renne the flage, 
And other Otvays melt another age, 


NUPTIAL SONG, 


Intended to have been inſcrted in the Foun Aer. 


ME, gentle Venus, and afſuage 
A warring world, a bleeding age: 
For nature lives beneath ily ray, 
The wint'ry rempeſis haſte away, 
A lucid calm inveſts the fes, 
Thy native deep is full of ther; 
And flowering earth, he, „ you fly, 
Is all o'er ſpring, all fun 1 y. 
A genial fparit warms the br o-2ze ; 
Uoſecn, 4 the blooming tec, 
The teather'd lovers tune their throat, 
The deſart growls a fulten'd note, 
Clad oer the meads the cite bound, 
And love and harmony go round, 
But chief, into the human heart 
You firike the dear, delicious dart; 
You teach us pleaſing pangs to kuow, 
To lenguiſh in luxurious wor, 


To 


(6 ] 
To feel the paſſions riſe, 
Grow good by gazing, mild by ſighs ; 
Each happy moment to improve, 
And fill the pertect year with love. 

Come, thou delight of heav's and earth, 
To whom all creaturcs wwe their birth; | 
Oh, come, red-{miling ! render, come ; 

And ye: prevent our final doom : 
For long the turious God of War 
Ha cruſh'd us with his iron car, 


Hs gd ang our ruin'd plains, F 
F: © 4d them with his cruel tains, 4 
Ha d our yourh in endleſs fleep 
And ade the widow'd virgin weep. 
Now let him feel thy womed charms ; 4 


Oh, tak, him to thy ewining arms! | 
And whi'e thy boſom heaves on his, 4 
While ch be prints the humid kiſs, 1 
Ah, then, ts fiormy heart controul, I 
And figh thy telt into his foul ! 

Thy fon to, Cupid, we implore, 
To leave the green Idalian ſhore ; 
But he, ſweet god, our only foe, 
Long let him draw the twanging bow, 
Tronsfix us with his golden darts, 
Pour all his quiver on our hearts, 
With gentler anguiſh make us 2. 
And teach us ſweetcs deaths to 


4 \ 


